86                        SCAPA FLOW
The scenery around us was really harsh and desolate,
Water, mountains, otherwise nothing. And yet this
forgotten corner of the earth had its attractions, its
beauty-not by day, during glaring sunlight or when the
rain-clouds painted everything grey on grey, but in the
evening or by night, Then it was that the Northern
Lights would cast their rays like searchlights over the
clouds and light them to a yellow hue, then again pour
themselves over the whole firmament in a single sea of
fire, And the sunsets, wonderful in their coloured
splendour! It was during a May evening, the sun sank
to the horizon at a late hour, and all the colour of which
it seemed possessed was poured over the evening sky;
the spectacle was overpowering and enchanting, And
then, as though this were not of sufficient splendour, the
Northern Lights flung their fiery streams into the blaze
-the clouds were fired and in their flaming fire rose the
dark, naked cliffs of the mountains of Orkney, There is
yet a God!